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she looked the more she wondered where she had seen him. She
had hot wine brought and poured out a large cup, which she drank
herself at a gulp, instead of offering it to Chin Chung as Chiu-rna
had expected. "Don't drink so much, my child," Chiu-ma warned.
"You are drunk already." But Meiniang kept on drinking cup after
cup, protesting that she was not drunk, until, unable to stand on
her feet any longer, she had her room unlocked and slumped
into bed.
"She is very spoiled," said Chiu-ma apologetically to Chin
Chung. "She must have something on her mind, for I know it is
not anything that you have done that makes her behave like this.
Please forgive her." Then taking him into Meiniang's room, she
whispered to him to make allowances for Meiniang's state and be
gentle with her. She tried to wake up Meiniang and make her
undress for bed, but in vain. She left, followed by the maids after
they had cleared the table and brought a pot of hot tea at Chin
Chung's request.
When Chin Chung turned to look at Meiniang, she was sound
asleep with her face toward the wall and lying on top of her bro-
caded quilt. Afraid that she might be cold and loath to disturb
her, he took another quilt folded across the bed rail and put it
gently over her and then lay down by her side, nursing the pot of
tea with his left hand and gently enfolding Meiniang with his
right. He did not once close his eyes for fear that she might wake
and want something.
Though he has not flown with the cloud or danced with the rain,
Yet he did inhale fragrance and fondle jade.
After midnight Meiniang woke up feeling sick and miserable.
She sat up in bed with her head between her hands and kept on
retching. Chin Chung sat up too and tried to ease her by stroking
her back. Presently nausea overcame her and as there was no
time to lose Chin Chung held his sleeve up to her so that she
would not soil her bed. Then she demanded tea and Chin Chung
poured for her the tea that he had so thoughtfully kept warm.